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  By Portia Hab


  To say that my girlfriend, Diane, was adventurous “between the sheets” would be an extreme understatement. That’s mostly because we often made love in locations that were not between said sheets.


  She loved role-playing, but was not content with just donning costumes and assuming roles. When we played “football coach and slutty cheerleader,” she insisted we do so late at night, under the bleachers at the high school field. When we played teacher and naughty school girl, she insisted  that we sneak into my classroom after hours and do it on my desk!


  I have to admit that was pretty hot. Finding that she had left her black lace panties on the desk when I went in the next morning was not. I barely had time to shove them in the back pocket of my pants before students came in the room for my first-hour class. One of the boys later whispered in my ear as class ended, “Hey, Mr. C, way to go, dude! But you better hide those panties in your pocket a little better.”


  Yikes!


  And my crazy lady showed no signs of leveling off. You’ve heard of extreme sports? She was into extreme sex. It was almost as if she was trying to make up for “too many years of boring sex” when she was married. And the greater the risk of being seen in the act, the better she liked it.


  As was I, she was approaching 40. She also had a teenage daughter in her first year of college. With Mandy away at school and today being Halloween, I trembled– both with sexual excitement and trepidation– at the thought of what my sexy and sex-crazed dynamo had planned for us.


  I was confident that I wouldn’t be disappointed. And when she arrived home from the tech company where she was one of the leading researchers, her dramatic entrance assured me that I would not.


  “Oh, Tim!” she squealed as she stormed in the front door of her house, wrapped her arms around my neck, lifted both feet off the floor and kissed me passionately. Fortunately, I was six inches taller and 60 pounds heavier, so we both didn’t go tumbling to the floor– not that doing so would have been so bad. I wrapped my arms around her torso and returned the passion.


  Now that Mandy was 200 miles away, I stayed at their house most nights during the week and always during the weekend– unless Diane had some sexual escapade planned for us in another zip code.


  “This is going to be so much fun. Wait until you see!” she said.


  She grabbed my hand, led me into the living room, pushed me onto the sofa. Then she sat on my lap and pulled out her cell phone.


  “I’ve always wondered what it would have been like to know you when you were 18 and, even better, to make love to you when you were 18,” she said.


  “That’s when a male is at his sexual peak, you know,” she added with a wicked grin.


  I smiled and said, “Yeah, I know, and a female just gets better as she gets older. Right?”


  Honestly, at least with Diane, I suspected that must be true. If I weren’t in such good physical condition, the woman would have exhausted me. Right now, though, as her soft bottom pushed down on my groin and her firm breasts pressed against my arm, I wasn’t feeling the least bit fatigued. The delicious vanilla coconut scent of her dark hair was a turn-on as well. I was about 10 seconds away from picking her up and carrying her to the bedroom, where we would partake of early Halloween treats.


  “Damn right,” she beamed. “But if you were 18 again, it would only be fair to you if I were the same age. Don’t you think?”


  “Okay, and how do you propose we do that?” I asked, as I gently moved one hand up her torso and massaged a breast through her blue dress.


  Diane smiled, held up her phone and said, “There’s an app for that.”


  “An app that can make us younger? Really?” I asked skeptically.


  Diane nodded, moved from my lap– drat– and sat down next to me to tell me more about it.


  Although she couldn’t confirm it, she explained, she suspected that alien technology from Area 51 might have played a role in the development of this app at her research lab, which did contract work for the federal government and the military.


  “This is too extraordinary to ever go public,” she said. “I suspect that the government wants to keep this for itself for espionage and counter-terrorism operations.”


  I looked at my beautiful blue-eyed numbskull and shook my head.


  “And yet you bring it home with you?” I said.  “Surely, that can’t be allowed.”


  Diane giggled and said, “It’s not. And don’t call me Shirley. But, hey, you only live once, right?  And think– just think– how great it will be for the two of us to be 18 again and know what we know now about love and especially lovemaking.”


  She had me there. I was nearly salivating at the thought. But still …


  “It’s illegal!” I practically screamed.


  Diane put her hand on my arm and said, “Only if we get caught, my darling. Only if we get caught. And who’s gonna tell? Certainly not me or you.”


  I had to admit that she had me there. I wasn’t about to tell anyone.


  “Okay,” I said. “How does it work?”


  The app, she explained, was an advanced hybrid of those popular face apps for phones, married with 3D copier capabilities, and possibly that alien technology. It didn’t just make you look younger or older in an image; it actually made you younger or older. And when provided with photos for the baseline, it even could transform you into other people, complete with appropriate attire.


  “I don’t believe it,” I said. “That’s just too much.”


  Diane stood up, leveled her phone, and pointed the app-active end at herself.


  “I’ll show you,” she said.


  Zap!


  And instantly an absolutely stunning teenage girl in short, tight skirt, crop top, and high heels was standing in front of me. The smile and the sparkling eyes left no doubt who she was either.


  “Oh, my God!” I said. “You weren’t kidding.”


  My dark-haired vixen giggled and twirled.


  “You like?” she said. “I think you do. You’re drooling. And you seem to have a flag pole in your pants.”


  And I was. And I did. I wiped my mouth with the back of my hand. I couldn’t do anything about the other. But Diane could. I reached for her, but she giggled again and skipped away.


  “Christ, Diane, I thought you were making all that up,” I said. “That this was all just a Halloween prank. But you weren’t. This is real!


  “Okay, I’m a believer,” I said standing up. “Make me 18 again, and I’ll rock your world. I promise!”


  But she shook her finger at me and said, “Ah, ah, there’s just one catch. Don’t worry. I will make you 18 and you can rock my world. I’ll rock yours right back too. There’s one thing that I want from you first, though.”


  *     *     *     *


  



  What a guy won’t do for sex, especially with a gorgeous 18-year-old who has 36C breasts, long, shapely legs, and a tongue that should be licensed as a lethal weapon. So, incredibly, I agreed to do it.


  Diane wanted to go trick-or-treating before she made me 18 again. She had always loved taking Mandy out on Halloween when she was small, she reminisced. And now, with her only child out of the house for the first time, she was feeling especially melancholy. She wanted to take a child trick-or-treating one more time and, with the app, she could do that.


  “Oh, don’t worry,” she said. “I’m not asking you to be Mandy when she was a little girl. I want you to be yourself when you were little.”


  I laughed and pretended to wipe my brow.


  “Well, that’s a relief,” I said. “I can handle being a cowboy or a pirate for a couple of hours, I guess.


  Diane smiled wickedly. Uh, oh.


   “I have something better in mind,” she said. “I want you to be yourself when you were little, only I want you to be a girl instead of a boy. Little girls in Halloween costumes are so much cuter than little boys. Don’t you think?”


  Actually, it wasn’t something that I’d never thought of before. But then I never had thought that I could be 18 again, paired with an 18-year-old girl who was just as eager as I was to have sex. She had me, and she knew it.


  Then she piled on. “And this will be sooo hot!” she exclaimed in her teen girl voice. “With me holding your hand, you, my big, masculine boyfriend, will go door to door collecting candy as a cute little girl and only you and I will know who you really are.


  “In fact, just thinking about that makes me so turned on, so wet that I want to do it with you right now.”


  “Well, then, let’s do something about that!” I said with a wicked grin, as I jumped up and lunged for my teen temptress.


  But Diane was too quick on the draw. She leveled the phone at me and …


  Zap!


  Suddenly I was looking up at her. And when I looked down, trying to figure out what had just happened, long, brown hair fell into my face. I brushed it away, only to see bare legs, skinny arms, tiny hands with pink nails, and … breasts! I had breasts. Well, they were on their way to becoming breasts anyway. I definitely could see buds pressing against the tight bodice of my dress.


  My dress!?!


  Yes, it was a yellow dress and the hem struck my legs about mid-thigh.


  “Oh, you’re adorable!” Diane exclaimed. “This is even better than I imagined.” 


  “Hey, wait. No  fa … ” I began in protest, but didn’t finish when I heard my high, squeaky voice.


  I felt my face turn red in embarrassment. Even worse, Diane pinched my cheek.


  “Oh, you’re so cute, I could just eat you up!” she laughed merrily. “We’re going to have such fun tonight, Sophie, both when we go trick-or-treating and afterward.”


  She arched an eyebrow in a “if you know what I mean” manner. And yes, I did, know what she meant. And I knew that I would love the “afterward” part. But the trick-or-treating as a little girl?


  Well, it would be a new experience and I would get free candy.


  So, with the promise of steamy, uninhibited teen sex later to sustain me, I went trick-or-treating with “Aunt Diane” as 11-year-old Sophie. She dressed me as Minnie Mouse in the same costume that Mandy had worn. It featured a long-sleeve, black leotard, black tights, black ballet flats, and a red tutu with white polka dots. She put large mouse ears with a red and white bow atop my shoulder-length brunette curls and painted a little black dot on my nose. She also painted my lips red and adorned my ears with clip-on hearts. 


  And, oh, yes, the ultimate humiliation, one of Mandy’s training bras.


  “You’re a bit more developed than Mandy was when she was that age,” Diane said. “But this bra that she wore when she was 12 or so should fit you just fine. A camisole is just not enough for a girl like you because your nipples will show.”


  Isn’t that just what every middle-aged man loves to hear? He must wear a training bra belonging to his girlfriend’s daughter to keep his nipples from showing while he’s wearing a girly Minnie Mouse costume. What some guys won’t do for sex!


  And here’s another thing that I did: Before we left, I went to the bathroom, unsnapped my leotard at the crotch, pulled down my panties and tights, lifted up my tutu,  and … Well, you know what I did. I’m too embarrassed to say it. It wasn’t like I had a choice either. Aunt Diane made me.


  “You’ve got a tiny bladder now, Sophie,” she said. “And I don’t want you wetting your panties.”


  Then she slapped me on my butt, and added, “Now be a good girl and take care of business in the bathroom. Don’t forget that you have to sit now and don’t forget to wipe, back to front, and wash your hands afterward.”


  I don’t know what was more embarrassing, looking down at girly clothes puddled around my ankles as I sat on the toilet or staring at my adorable face in the mirror afterward.


  Of course, Diane turned herself back into an adult for our trick-or-treat trek, and she held my hand as we walked through the neighborhood on the cool fall evening.


  “And just think, Sophie, you’ll have lots of candy to give you energy later tonight,” she said. “And believe me, you’re going to need it.”


  I looked up at her and said in my little girl voice, “Auntie Diane, you’re one crazy lady. You know that? You deserve a spanking for what you’ve done.”


  Despite the way I looked, despite the constant comments about how cute I was, despite the creepy, foreign feelings of a flat crotch, budding boobs with perky nipples, and long hair, I was starting to enjoy myself. Anticipation for the ultimate treat later played no small part in that.


  She laughed as she led me up the sidewalk to the next house.


  “Keep talking like that, little girl, and I’ll give you one,” she said.


  We both giggled.


  “Deal,” I said.


  Then freaky fun suddenly turned into a nightmare. We encountered Diane’s neighbor, Bonnie, who was escorting her daughter Emma, along with several other little girls. Dressed as Disney Princesses and nursery rhyme characters, all, it appeared, were about “my” age. Just what I didn’t need.


  “Oh, Diane, what an adorable little girl,” Bonnie gushed. “She makes just the cutest Minnie Mouse.


  “Who are you, sweetie?” she added, looking down at me.


  Before I could speak– not that I wanted to– Auntie Diane intervened. “You know Tim, my boyfriend,” she said. “Well, that’s his daughter, Sophie. He has custody for the weekend, and we were going to take her trick-or-treating together, but then he got called in at the last minute to help chaperone a dance at the high school.”


  A slightly overweight blonde, Bonnie put her hands on her hips and said, “Well, isn’t it nice that we ran into you? We all can go trick-or-treating together! Won’t that be fun?”


  Well, no not actually. Despite my appearance, Diane and I could talk as adults when it was just the two of us, and, of course, our conversation was filled with naughtiness and sexual innuendoes, in anticipation of what was to come.


  Now going door to door with Emma and her friends, I had to pretend to be one of them. It was frightening at first, as I feared being asked questions and quizzed on stuff that a man would have no clue about. Fortunately, though, they accepted me as one of their own, without giving me the third-degree, and quickly enough– to both my relief and horror– I felt like one of the girls.


  As Auntie Diane and Bonnie walked along behind us and talked about adult topics, I actually enjoyed myself, squealing and laughing and occasionally even commenting on the candy we collected, other trick-or-treaters, and what we had planned for the rest of the weekend.


  Suddenly, Emma, who was dressed as Belle, looked at me and said, “We’re having a sleepover at my house tonight. Want to come?”


  Before I could respond, others in her posse chimed in with their approval.


  Oh, crap! Now what? In truth, I was flattered that she asked me and at least a little curious about what the experience would be like. That’s when I realized that this pre-teen female body that I was in was messing with my mind. Oh, crap!


  Fortunately, Auntie Diane came to the rescue again. “Oh, I’m sorry, sweetie, but she can’t,” she said to Emma. “Maybe another time?”


  “Yes, Emma, another time. I promise,” I chirped.


  Huh? That wasn’t necessary. Why’d I say that? Oh, Gawd, I was drowning in estrogen, both my own and that of all the other females around me. Diane, get me out of this!


  Fortunately, geography came to the rescue. We had arrived at Bonnie’s house, three doors down from Diane’s. We said our goodbyes and moved on toward home.


   My little plastic pumpkin was practically overflowing with treats by this time. Also, my little legs were tired and my feet hurt.


  “These shoes suck,” I said, sounding just like a petulant little girl.


  “I know,” Diane said. “Mandy told me the same thing. But they go with the costume. Being a pretty girl is painful sometimes.”


  We walked some more.


  “Thank you for doing this for me, Sophie,” Diane said. “I really enjoyed it, and, besides the shoes,  I hope that that the rest of it wasn’t too uncomfortable for you. I was afraid that you were going to lose it when Emma asked you to her sleepover.”


  I pulled on her hand and we stopped.


  “Hey, I thought that I was going to lose it too,” I said. “But then I got over it and actually kinda wanted to go. Those are my people, you know? Cute pre-teen girls.”


  Diane’s mouth fell open. It took a lot to shock this crazy lady. But I had managed and I pressed my advantage.


  “Look at me,” I said solemnly. “I’m freakin’ adorable. Everybody said so. I’m thinking that I just might want to stay this way. No job, no responsibilities, sleepovers with my friends– we can try on each other’s clothes and do each other’s hair– and a sweet auntie who will take care of me.


  “And I really like wearing Mandy’s panties and bra, which highlights my boobies. Does she have more cute clothes I can wear? Or, even better, we can go shopping for my own clothes, like dresses and skirts and panties and bras.


  “What do you think? Will you adopt me?”


  Diane stared at me wide-eyed, obviously stunned by what she was hearing. Good.


  Then I laughed.


  “Gotcha!” I said. “Now let’s go home and I’ll really getcha!”


  She laughed too.


   But our cheerfulness was cut short when we saw a car pull up to the curb in front of Diane’s house, just a few yards away.


  “Oh, crap!” we said simultaneously.


  “Stop right here!” Diane hissed as she pulled her phone out of her purse.


  Zap!


  Suddenly I felt different, taller. Was I myself again? But looking down, I saw that my legs were bare and I was wearing – high heels? Since my hair was no longer held back by a head band, it felt into my face.


  “Oops. I hit the wrong button,” Diane said, just as her daughter exited the car and waved.


  “Hi, Mom!” she yelled.


  Diane smiled and waved back.


  “What did you do to me?” I muttered out of the side of my mouth, noting that I was just about her height and no longer carrying a plastic pumpkin with candy.


  “I meant to make you older and male,” she whispered back. “But default was set to female and I forgot to change it.


  “Play along. Please. I’ll fix this as soon as I can. Mandy wasn’t supposed to come home this weekend. I don’t know what’s going on.”


  *     *     *      *


  What was going on was that Mandy, an attractive blonde about my height– my new height, that is– received a call from old high school friends, inviting her to a Halloween party on Saturday night, and she had decided to come home to attend.


  Meanwhile, I was still Sophie, it seemed, but when Diane introduced me to Mandy, she said that I was a new college intern at her lab and since my apartment wouldn’t be ready until Monday that I was staying at their house for the weekend.


  “Sophie doesn’t have a car She flew in and the airline lost her luggage too,” she added. “Can you believe the bad luck?”


  After shaking my hand, which looked as disturbingly feminine as hers, Mandy said, “Oh, I’m so sorry.”


  Then she looked me up and down. As she did so, I wondered what she was seeing. What did I look like? What was I wearing?


  “You look about my size, although your bust is quite a bit bigger,” she said brightly. “And that’s a really cute dress too.”


  Oh, great. Just what I wanted to hear.


  “You’re welcome to wear some of my stuff,” Mandy added. “I still have plenty of clothes in my closet.”


  And … this just keeps better and better.


  By this time, I wasn’t supposed to be wearing any clothes. I was supposed to be in the house, transformed into  an 18-year-old stud and engaged in wild, uninhibited sex with his teenage girlfriend.


  Suddenly Mandy grabbed my hand and said, “Come on. Let’s find you some things to wear right now.


  “And you have to come to the party with me tomorrow night,” she added, as she pulled me toward the door.


  I started to say, “Thanks, but no thanks.” She didn’t give me the chance.


  Somehow, I managed to keep from stumbling in the heels, but it wasn’t easy. I looked pleadingly back at Diane, who mouthed “sorry” and shrugged her shoulders.


  “Oh, and I know, you’re going to need some new bras and panties since your luggage was lost, so we’ll go shopping tomorrow,” Mandy gushed. “I have to get a Halloween costume and … “


  My God, didn’t this girl ever shut up? Why hadn’t I ever noticed it before?  Maybe it was because I mostly had seen her at home by herself, instead of with girls her own age. Now, I was a girl her own age.


  “And, oh, you’ll need one too. Maybe we can get some kind of cute matching costumes– like slutty Catholic school girls!”


  As she tugged me toward the stairs, Diane, trailing behind us, yelled, “Mandy, Sophie’s had a hard day. Go easy on her!”


  “I will, Mom!” she yelled back, without slowing her pace.


  I never had been in Mandy’s bedroom before. And I wouldn’t have been broken hearted if I never was. But I especially didn’t want to be in there as her new bosom buddy.


  But she did have a full-length mirror so I finally could get a look at myself. Oh, crap! I was wearing a little black dress, the ultimate feminine attire. That’s what an intern wears to a research lab?! At least it had long sleeves and a square neck so my boobs didn’t show. Oh, my God, look at those boobs!


  While Mandy pulled clothes out of her dresser drawers and closet for me to try on, I saw what I would have looked like as a teen, if I had been born female. I still had brown hair and green eyes, and I actually could see me– the old, male me– in those eyes.  But the rest of me … Yikes!


  Okay, I’ll say it. I was hot! I wondered if my mother had been this attractive when she was a teen. At the very least, I had inherited her “big breasts” genes. Mouth open in awe, I attempted to cup them with my small hands. They were too big.


  Embarrassed when I suddenly realized what I was doing, I quickly pulled my hands away. Fortunately, Mandy was too preoccupied with building a wardrobe for me to notice.


  I appeared to be about 5-6, in heels, with a small waist, a decidedly feminine but not too large bottom, and long, shapely legs. I hadn’t inherited the double chin I had as a male, thank goodness. My neck was slender and my smooth, girlish face had a small, round chin and high cheeks. Yes, the eyes were still mine, but they seemed larger now and my eyelashes longer.


  Actually, I realized, it was my body that was hot. My face hadn’t yet caught up. Instead, it was cute. Although I probably was supposed to be 19 or 20, I could have passed for 16 or 17.  Great! Jailbait.


  Just as Mandy started to load my arms with dresses and tops and items that were a total mystery to me, Diane finally came to the rescue. I think that she had taken her sweet time climbing the stairs, dreading to see what more embarrassment her zealous daughter had heaped on me.


  “Okay, Mandy, I know that it’s early, but Sophie has had a long day, and I think that she probably would like to have some ‘me’ time, maybe take a nice, long bubble bath and relax,” she said.


  Oh, yeah, a bubble bath would fix everything. Then I could see my new body naked and glistening with soapy water.


  Mandy blushed and said, “Oh, you’re right, Mom. I’m so sorry, Sophie. I just got really excited. You know? You get a nice, long rest, and, in the morning, we’ll go shopping!”


  Diane led me down the hall and closed the guest room door behind us. I tossed Mandy’s clothes on the bed and plopped down beside them. The impact caused my breasts to jiggle so much that I put my hands on them.


  “That’s not a very ladylike gesture,” Diane laughed. “And I can see your panties.”


  “And I’m not feeling very ladylike,” I said, as I blew long hair out of my face. “And since when do college interns wear little black dresses to research labs?”


  Diane laughed.


  “They don’t, sweetie. But the app can’t gauge circumstances,” she said. “It just puts you in clothing appropriate for your body. And don’t forget that I didn’t say anything about you being an intern until after the, uh, mishap.”


  Diane sat down beside me and pushed my legs together. Her hands felt disturbingly arousing through my black pantyhose.


  “Look, I’m really sorry about this, Tim. But you’re going to be Sophie until Mandy goes back to college on Sunday,” she said.


  “This is all my fault and, I promise, I will make it up to you as soon as Mandy is gone and I never will play around again with stuff from the lab, no matter how intriguing it appears.


  “But until Mandy leaves, you’re going to have to behave like who you appear to be, a teenage girl,” she added. “I couldn’t tell her what was really going on. You understand that. Don’t you?”


  I pushed myself up, nodded, and, despite myself, grinned.


  “You got that right,” I said. “That girl is an unstoppable force of nature and telling her about that gadget could be disastrous. She might not mean to tell anyone about it, but, sooner or later, she would.”


  “Bingo,” Diane said. “When she was little, my former husband and I called her ‘Hurricane Mandy.’ And that description is just as accurate today.”


  Looking down at the tight black skirt hugging my thighs, I nodded.


  “Okay,” I said. “I’ll try my best. But I don’t have any frame of reference for how a teenage girl behaves, especially when she’s socializing with others her age. I didn’t have any sisters.”


  As I continued to stare at the tight, stretchy material, a sudden chill raced down my spine. Sitting next to my girlfriend, who never failed to turn me on when we were this close, I should have seen a bulge. Instead, my groin was flat– as flat as hers, I noted. And that awakened me to the overwhelming foreignness of my new body and the clothing that I wore. Soft panties pressed against my now flat crotch. Straps pulled on my shoulders, as they supported a bra that encased heavy breasts. High heels …


  I kicked off one of the black pumps. It bounced across the floor and against the wall.  


  “Again, not very ladylike,” Diane observed as she took my slim hand in hers.


  “You’re smart,” she said. “Just watch and listen. If ever there were someone who was qualified to teach teenage girls how to be teenage girls, it’s Mandy. She’s the quintessential girly girl.”


  “No kidding,” I replied, looking toward the pile of feminine finery on the bed. “Check out the stuff she gave me to wear. I don’t even know what some of it is.”


  Diane smiled and said, “No worries. I’ll help you get dressed in the morning– unless Mandy beats me to it, which she probably will. Now, you just get out of those clothes, take that nice hot, bubble bath to relax, and then, well, maybe you’d like to explore a little.


  “It’s not every day that a guy gets this opportunity, you know.”


  My obvious look of horror at the suggestion made her giggle.


  “Oh, come on,” she said. “Lighten up. Wouldn’t you like to know what it’s like for girls? I know that if I suddenly had a penis … “


  I jumped up from the bed, a little shaky with only one shoe on, and pulled Diane with me.


  “Okay, I really am tired and, now that you mention it, and a bubble bath sounds nice. And don’t you dare thinking of zapping yourself into a guy right now!”


  Diane laughed and hugged me, our breasts pressing.


  “Wow, those are something,” she said, suddenly squeezing them with her hands. “But don’t worry. I’m not going to use the app anymore tonight. It’s caused enough complications.”


  “Now cut that out,” I said, as I pushed her hands away and felt myself blush.


  Diane giggled again.


  “Okay, sweetie,” she said. “But if you decide later that you’d like a little girl-on-girl action …”


  Finally, despite myself, I girlishly laughed.


  “There you go,” she smiled. “That’s what I was looking for. Good night, Sophie.”


  Just as she got to the door, though, she turned.


  “On second thought, I think that you’re going to need some help getting undressed tonight,” she said. “You’ve taken bras off me. But you’ve never taken one off yourself.


  “And I’d really love to see those breasts. At your age, I’ll bet they’re nice and perky, despite their size.


  “How about it?”


  I put my hands on my new wider hips and said, “Good night, Diane.”


  “Okay,” she said. “But if you change your mind later … “


  I took off my other high heel and threw it at her.


  “You throw like a girl,” Diane laughed, as she closed the door behind her.


  I couldn’t argue with that.


  And as I looked at myself in the mirror, trying to figure out how to take off my little black dress, I started to think about what she had said, even though she obviously was teasing me in an attempt to make me feel better. She probably was right about my breasts being nice and perky. Maybe allowing her to help me take off the bra wouldn’t have been so bad. Maybe it would have been nice to feel her warm hands on my breasts, gently squeezing them, before she swirled her tongue all around and along my rigid nipples …


  Oh, crap! In this body, am I a lesbian? Do I like girls? Heck, would that be so bad? I mean there’s Diane, who’s about as kinky as it gets. And now there’s a new girl to consider, Hurricane Mandy, who’s about my age and … 


  Oh, Gawd! Think something else, I told myself. Think something else!


  I turned to assess my body from the side. Ooh, that tight dress hugged my butt nicely too. Without a giving it a thought, I lifted one leg in the air, bent it at the knee, and pointed my toes, the way that I’d seen girls do when they were flirting with boys in school.


  Putting my back to the mirror, I looked over my shoulder and nodded appreciatively. Spying a zipper, I pulled it awkwardly down to my waist. The dress slithered down my legs, and I stepped out of it.


  “Wow,” I whispered in response to what I saw.


  Facing front again, I couldn’t help myself. I ran my hands over my boobs, covered in black silk and lace. Impulsively, I looked down, half expecting to see an erection in my panties. Of course there wasn’t one.


  If there was, it wouldn’t have been erect for long. I would have exploded all over the panties that tried to restrain it.


  But as I continued to massage my breasts, I felt rigid nipples in my bra cups, as well as a fluttering in my flat tummy. Not the same as a penis building to release, but not half bad either.


  Feeling a sudden compulsion, I squeezed my thighs tightly together and, as I did so, marveled at the realization that nothing was there to get in the way. Still, the pleasure weakened me, compelling me to bend at the waist, to trace a hand down my bare belly, to push between my thighs, and to …


  Oh, God … who knew it could feel this good? I giggled. Diane knew.


  And, now, with my hand inside my panties and my fingers inside … so did I. And it got even better as I opened my eyes and saw the slutty brunette in the mirror pleasuring herself. When she noticed me, she stopped and licked her lips. Then she deftly removed her bra, letting her heavy breasts swing free. She cupped them with their small hands, tweaked the nipples and moaned as her eyes rolled up in her head.  Then she smiled and resumed exploration of the new-found treasure beneath her black silk panties.


  And she was me! With a man’s mind on the inside to enjoy the ride, I was that sexy teen vixen! Oh, Gawd! I had teased Diane about wanting to stay a little girl. But maybe, just maybe, I really would like to be this girl.


  Oh, Hell, I’m thinking too much, I realized. Just enjoy the ride, so I closed my eyes, pushed my fingers in deeper, and hoped I didn’t wake Diane and Mandy as I experienced my first female orgasm. 


  *    *    *    *


  Others followed that, of course, so many that I lost count, as I explored the many pleasures of this sensuous body. Finally exhausted and drenched in sweat and other fluids, I decided that a cold shower probably would be a better choice that a hot bubble bath.


  For obvious reasons, sleep didn’t come easily for me. And I didn’t want it to. The desire to pleasure myself in this body was just too compelling. And Diane was right about my breasts. They were nice and perky. And the nipples begged for more attention. Before I knew it, they were sore– exquisitely sore.


  At some time, I suppose, I must have fallen asleep, but I wanted to be up bright and early to get dressed without help from Diane or Mandy. Especially Mandy. 


  Putting on the bra was a major challenge. How in the Hell did women do this every day? How could I have removed mine so easily the night before and struggle so much now?


  After grunting and groaning with my back to the mirror and looking over my shoulder for five minutes, I decided to put it on backward so that I could snap it in front. Then I slid the cups back around to the front, lifted them over my girls, and pulled the straps onto my shoulders. Ouch! The pain was real. But it had been worth it.


  A little gentle maneuvering here and there to get them nestled just right, and I was good to go.


  After my solo orgy in front of the mirror the night before, I had the good sense to rinse out my panties in the sink. They were nice and dry– and clean– when I slid them up my legs and snugged them into place against my flat crotch.


  Then came the difficult part, sorting through Mandy’s clothes for something to wear.


  “My, God, doesn’t this girl own anything besides skirts and dresses?” I said to myself as I searched.


  Finally, I decided on a black, long-sleeved v-neck sweater with white hearts and something black that resembled pants but obviously weren’t. I thought that I remembered the girls at school calling them leggings. I had to sit on the bed to pull them on and they hugged my skin from ankles to waist.


  As I stood up,  I noticed that the sweater and leggings didn’t meet, leaving a bare midriff. Of course they didn’t. They weren’t supposed to. This was teen girl fashion. And, still basking in the afterglow of female pleasuring the night before, I kinda liked that. With any luck, that would turn on some cute boys when we went shopping at the mall. Thinking about that made my tummy flutter a little. Hey, maybe I wasn’t a lesbian after all!


  Or maybe I was bi! That wouldn’t be so bad either. And what else could you expect when your mind is male and your body female?


  I was sitting in front of a mirror at a makeup table, using a brush that I found in the bathroom to get the tangles out my long, brown hair when someone knocked on the door.


  “Oh, God,” I muttered under my breath, but said, “Come in!” in my best happy girl voice.


  “My, don’t you look just adorable,” Diane gushed, as she walked up behind me and took the brush out of my hand.


  “Here, let me do that for you, Sophie,” she said.


  She was much better at it than I, thank goodness, so it was less painful and more productive. Soon the brush was gliding smoothly through my shiny hair.


  “I’ll put it in a ponytail for you to keep it out of your face,” she added.


  When she had finished, she looked into the mirror’s reflection of my eyes and smiled.


  “So …,” she said. “How’d you sleep?”


  I smiled back and said, “Why I slept very well, Ms. Malloy. Thank you so much for asking. You and your daughter have been so kind to a poor girl all alone in a new town. And I just love all the pretty clothes that Mandy has loaned me.”


  Before Diane could call me a “wise ass,” which I knew that she was about to do, Mandy came bubbling into the room.


  “Oh, Sophie, you look too precious in that outfit,” she exclaimed. “I have the perfect shoes for you too.”


  She also had the perfect makeup and perfect earrings, as it turned out. Diane stood back and allowed her daughter to finish my going-to-the mall look. When I stared at Diane’s reflection in the mirror, I saw her fighting to keep from having a giggle fit.


  After a quick breakfast, she walked with us out to Mandy’s car.


  “You girls have fun shopping for Halloween costumes!” she said as she handed her daughter a credit card.


  “Use this. And, Mandy, don’t forget that Sophie needs bras and panties in case the airline doesn’t return her luggage today. You should get some really sexy costumes for your party tonight too.”


  Startled, I looked up from fastening my seatbelt and stared with open mouth. What on earth was going on with Diane? She winked at me.


  “You forgot this,” she said. “A girl doesn’t want to forget her purse when she goes shopping or other places.”


  Then she handed me a little black leather purse, which I later learned had money, my cell phone, and – oh, my God– some condoms in it. What was she thinking?


  On the other hand, after last night, maybe I would need condoms. Of course, I wasn’t about to tell Diane that. She thought that I was just enduring my time as Sophie so that I could be an 18-year-old male again and enjoy the pleasures of hot teen sex with her after her daughter went back to college. I certainly was looking forward to that, of course. But now I also knew what sexual gratification was like for girls and, maybe, just maybe, I’d decide to try it with a guy if the right one came along.


  So … let Diane have her fun with my predicament until Mandy left and she could zap me back. I didn’t begrudge her that. In fact, I expected nothing less. And putting condoms in my purse was a nice touch, so typical of her. Only she didn’t know what I knew. Hee. Hee. Having fun with me stuck as Sophie, Mandy’s new BFF, could be a two-way street. 


  Mandy nodded as she turned on the ignition.


  “We’ll go to Victoria’s Secret first,” she said. “It’ll be fun! I need some new undies too.”


  Still, even though I was embracing my Sophie persona– at least some aspects of it– going into Victoria’s Secret was more frightening for me as a woman than it ever had been when I was a man and accompanied Diane. That’s because I realized that I was about to become a participant instead of just an appreciative spectator.


  As a participant, I would be expected to go into a dressing room and try on bras to make certain that they fit properly. And I knew that Mandy would insist that we do that together.


  Nothing wrong with that. Right? We were both girls. If she only knew.


  I smiled as I tagged along behind her and she searched for her size in styles that she liked.


  “What size are you?” Mandy asked idly, as she fingered a satin strapless.


  Fortunately, I had made it a point to check the tag when I look off my black lace bra the night before.


  “I’m a 36D,” I said.


  “Oh, you’re so lucky,” she said. “That’s perfect. I’m just a 36B, which is why I usually go with padded bras.”


  Oh, yeah, I was sooo lucky, I thought sarcastically, as I looked down at my breasts pressing prominently against the sweater. On the other hand, I decided, they were a pleasure to own the night before.


  Bras in hand, we headed for the dressing room and, just as I had thought, Mandy wanted us to go in together. I was about to see the naked breasts of my girlfriend’s teenage daughter. That was so wrong.


  On the other hand, she was about to see mine too. And mine were bigger than hers.


  But I don’t think that she was comparing size, as we stood there topless together in the dressing room and she stared at my chest.


  Oh, my Gawd, was Mandy bi? Did Diane know? Were we about to engage in some girl-on-girl action for the security cameras? Did I want that? Why wouldn’t I? Certainly my male mind wouldn’t mind. Or would it? Mandy was Diane’s daughter after all, and Diane was my girlfriend. Still … it would be a wet dream come true, just as last night was. Oh, this was all so erotically confusing.


  I looked into Mandy’s blue eyes and felt myself blushing. 


  “Uh, is there something wrong?” I asked.


  Mandy laughed. “Oh, I don’t think so,” she said, as she lightly flicked one of my nipples. “I’m guessing that you and your boyfriend had a pretty good time before you left school for your internship with Mom.


  “Or, he did, anyway.”


  I felt myself blushing. “Oh, that,” I said, looking down at my breasts and their angry red nipples. “Yeah, he did get a little carried away. You know how guys can be. They love our boobies.”


  Mandy grinned. “Don’t you know it,” she replied. “If you get lucky tonight at the party, you’d better keep your bra on, girl.


  “I’ve got some cream you should put on them too. That will help.”


  “Thanks,” I said, my face still flush.


  After we helped each other try on about a half dozen bras each, we left the store with two small shopping bags filled with bras and panties. From there, we went to Forever 21 and Nordstrom’s. After that … well … I just kind of lost track. Clutching my purse in one hand and my bags with new undies and other girly clothes in the other, I just rode along in the slipstream of Hurricane Mandy.


  Eventually we stopped at Starbuck’s for lattes. By then, I had observed enough and adjusted enough that I suspected that I not only looked like a teenage girl but walked, talked, and acted like one as well. Really, it didn’t seem so bad either, once I got past baring my breasts in front of “another” girl in the Victoria’s Secret dressing room.


  Of course, with any luck, I’d be back to my old male self by the same time tomorrow, when Mandy was on her way back to college. But for the time being, I might as well enjoy the ride and my time with her. She really was sweet, kind, and generous, and her enthusiasm for life was infectious. And I was embarrassed that I ever thought she was coming on to me in the dressing room. Well, that’s a guy’s mind for you, thinking a girl is just as obsessed about sex as he is and mistaking innocent words and/or actions for sexual desire.


  “I’ve been thinking about tonight,” Mandy said as she sipped her drink. “I don’t think that we should be slutty Catholic school girls. Lots of my friends probably will have costumes like that. You can make those at home for almost nothing.


  “Mom told me to use her credit card,” she added. “So I have something better in mind. It will be epic.”


  *    *    *    *


  



  Epic, it was too. As Mandy and I walked hand-in-hand down the steps to the basement in her friend’s house, talk ceased and all heads turned our way. We seemed to be royalty descending.


  “Who’s that with Mandy?” I heard a superhero mumble. “I’d do her in the closet right now.”


  Ooh. I felt a little shiver just as he said that. Give me a couple of drinks, I thought, and I’m your girl. I wanted more of what I experienced alone the night before. Or, at least, I believed I did.


  At the bottom of the stairs, soldiers, football players, cavemen, and cowboys continued to gawk in open-mouth silence, as mermaids, brides, French maids, and, yes, slutty school girls gathered around us. They exchanged hugs and air kisses and then Mandy made introductions.


  “Krissy, Emily, Gabby, Taylor, this is Sophie. She’s my Mom’s new intern at the lab and she’s staying with us for awhile.”


  More hugs and air kisses followed with me and I thought that I could get to like this. It was comforting and welcoming and … well, just nice. I liked that. But I did miss the arousal that usually followed after I embraced an attractive woman, and, despite myself, I even looked down for some sign of it as we stood around and chatted with the rest of the girls.


  Of course, it wasn’t there. I didn’t see it. I didn’t feel it. My parts down there were just like theirs. Not only that, after the experience with Mandy in the dressing room, I had decided I wasn’t attracted to girls. That was reinforced by the realization that I felt no butterflies in the tummy or little electric jolt from my boobs to my girl parts. I wasn’t a lesbian. I wasn’t bi.


  Just like mine, Mandy’s bare boobs had been nice and perky, but they did nothing to excite me, not at Victoria’s Secret and not later when we put on our costumes together in her bedroom. We had been buck naked together and I felt nothing but a sisterly camaraderie.


  But I suspected that hers were doing plenty to excite the boys in the room, and my bigger ones even more so because of the way they were enhanced by our costumes.


  Mandy was a sexy devil and I was an angel in a costume that was anything but virginal. We both wore full bust corsets made of satin and sequins that cinched in the back and pushed up our boobs to eye-popping dimensions. Tiny ruffled skirts didn’t even extend to our plump bottoms, which were covered in mesh, ruffle panties with bows in the back. Garters held up our silky stockings. Both of us wore spike heels, which I felt surprisingly comfortable in.


  Of course, Mandy was all in red, while I was all in white. I sported wings made of feathers and a halo, while she wore horns and carried a sequined pitchfork.


  “Oh, my God, Mandy! Where did you get those costumes?” one girl gushed. “They are so bad!”


  “Yeah, Mans, I’m surprised your mother was okay with that,” another added.


  Mandy grinned.


  “Yeah, me too,” she said. “She even paid for them. Can you believe that? Hey, she told me to buy something sexy for us to wear tonight, so I did.”


  As some of the girls began to circulate again, a couple of boys approached with what looked like glasses of punch in their hands. From experience, I knew that the liquid contained more than just fruit flavors and sugary syrup. They handed them to us.


  “Sophie, this is Mark and Damien,” Mandy said.


  “Wow, you two look spectacular,” one of them said.


  “Sophie, where have you been all my life?” the other added.


  As they complimented us, I realized something funny. Not funny “ha, ha” either. When the other girls talked about our costumes, I felt nothing except pride. But when the boys did, it actually turned me on. There was the electric jolt in my boobs. There were the butterflies in my tummy. Wow. That was disturbing.


  Even more disturbing, I noticed a boy over in a corner by himself, eyeing us intently. No, I take that back. He wasn’t eyeing us. He was eyeing me.


  Dressed in a policeman’s costume, he was tall and dark and … Well, I hate to admit this, but I thought that he was really good looking. He smiled slightly and saluted me with his drink.


  Ooh. There was a shiver again. Only this one was longer and more intense than the one that I’d felt on the stairs.


  I smiled and raised my punch glass in return.


  Then someone grabbed my hand– I think it was Mandy– and suddenly we were near the snacks table, where the girls talked about what they had been doing during their first year out of high school.


  I feigned interest, but it was difficult. The punch helped because it was spiked just as I had expected it would be. It was sweet, too, which didn’t appeal to me as a man, but now seemed delicious. I looked around to see where I could get a refill.


  Suddenly, the empty glass was pulled from my hand and replaced with a full one. Startled, I looked up to see the tall policeman smiling at me. My heart skipped a beat and my knees wobbled. My hand tingled where his fingers had touched it.


  “Officer Dylan, at your service,” he said in a soft, pleasant baritone. “You looked like you needed a refill.”


  “Thanks,” I said and looked down in embarrassment as I felt myself blush.


  “And you looked a little bored,” he added.


  I nodded and said, “Well, I don’t know anyone here except Mans. You now? So its kinda hard to be interested in what they’re talkin’ about. You know?”


  Huh?  Two “you knows” in the same breath? I sounded like some boy-crazy, air-headed teenage girl. What was happening to me around this guy?


  Well, in front of Officer Dylan, I was some boy-crazy, air-headed, teenage girl, it seemed. Tim might not like it, but Sophie was in charge and on cruise control.


  “See you around, maybe?” he said.


  “Uh, huh,” I replied as he turned and disappeared into the crowd.


  Dammit! I had sounded so stupid when I talked to him. That’s why he left. He probably was looking for a smart girl. I’m such an idiot!


  And why I didn’t I go after him? Instead, I just stood there like a dumb girl!


  The second glass of punch tasted even better than the first and helped give me the courage to ask Mandy about the tall, dark-haired policeman with blue eyes.


  “Dylan?” she said. “No we didn’t have a Dylan in our graduating class. He must have come here with someone else.”


  Probably he came with another girl, I thought forlornly. Probably a girl who was smarter than me.


  After the third glass of punch, I stopped blaming myself for Dylan walking away. His loss, I told myself. And besides, if he had stayed around, what would we have talked about?


  And talk was all that I was about to do with any guy. After all, it wasn’t like I was really a girl. So … good riddance.


  But I was just kidding myself. I was attracted to Dylan, reeelly, reeelly attracted to him. I wanted him, the same way I had wanted some women when I was a man. Still, there were lots of other guys here, like that superhero who said that he’d do me in the closet. I could hook up with one of them and have some fun.


  After all, I did have condoms in my purse, condoms that Diane had insisted I take with me. What was up with that? Could she see the future? Did she suspect that I would be attracted to men, so drawn to them that I’d have sex? So hot for one of them that I could roll a condom on his penis, even though I had my own just the day before? So hungry for him that I could guide his manhood into me and pump him dry?


   Well, whatever her motivation, for the moment I really was a girl, a horny girl in a sexy costume who wanted some action, no matter what that male voice inside my head was telling me.


  I looked around until– there!– I spied the superhero. I stared at him until he looked up and we made eye contact. I smiled. He smiled back and I responded with what I hoped was a seductive little finger wave. He nodded, and, as he started weaving his way through the room, a little wobbly at the knees, I glanced eagerly around for a closet.


  Yes! There’s was one under the staircase.


  As soon as he reached me, the superhero took my hand. He was no Dylan. But he had a penis and, after my experience with self-gratification the night before and three glasses of punch, that was what I was most interested in.


  Unfortunately that third glass of punch also made me have to go to the bathroom, really, really bad. I kissed him on the cheek and said, “Sorry, I have to go to the little girls’ room. I’ll be right back.”


  “Up the stairs and just on your right,” Mandy told me when I asked for directions.


  It’s funny, but going up the stairs in spike heels was a lot harder than coming down them. Still, I managed to make it by holding onto the banister.


  Inside the bathroom, I pulled down my ruffled panties, but almost forgot to sit down to pee. Then the wings were in the way and I had to take them off.


  Business finished, I washed my hands and looked in the mirror.


  “No more alcohol for you, young lady,” I laughed. “And it’s a good thing your bestie is driving too.”


  I started to splash water in my face, but then stopped. It would mess up my makeup. Being a pretty girl required sacrifice. And the superhero was waiting. He wasn’t who I wanted. But he had what I wanted.


  “Oh, well, I’m good to go, I guess,” I told the angel in the mirror.


  Stepping out the door, I ran right into Officer Dylan.


  “Your wings are gone,” he said. “Does that make you a fallen angel? That would be good for me.”


  “Oops!” I said, at first not recognizing what he was suggesting. “I just forgot. I better get them.”


  Then I realized the implication of what he had said, and it helped me sober up far more than cold water would have. He was interested in me after all! But I also was still mad at him for walking away from me earlier.


  “Uh, I don’t think so,” I said. “I’m not that kind of girl. You might have better luck with my devil friend in the basement.”


  Dylan tickled me under the chin.


  “Oh, you’re mad at me. Aren’t you?”


  I pushed his hand away and tried to cross my arms, but my satin-covered boobs got in the way.


  “No, I’m not,” I said, putting my hands on my hips. “I couldn’t care less about you walking away from me in the basement. I couldn’t care less about you. Period. Now, if you’ll excuse me, someone is waiting for me downstairs.”             


  As I stood there, tapping my toe, waiting for Dylan to get out of the way and let me pass. I suddenly realized that I didn’t know what was going on. Was I really mad at him? Was I attracted to him? Or was I genuinely fighting to keep him at arm’s length because I was a man temporarily trapped in a girl’s body? I had been all ready to screw a guy in the closet downstairs, but now …


  Oh, to Hell with it. This will all be over with tomorrow anyway, I thought as I started to push past him.


  “I told that guy downstairs that you’re with me,” he said. “And Mandy left already.”


  His words stopped me cold, especially the news about Mandy.


  That made me even more sober. And at least a little afraid.


  “You’re lying,” I said. “She wouldn’t do that. We came here together.”


  Dylan shook his head.


  “I saw her leave with some guy just before I came up here,” he said. “But I’ll be happy to give you a ride home, Sophie.”


  “You’re lying,” I said again. “I know you are.”


  Not aggressively, but insistently, he backed me against the wall in the dark hall.


  “Tell you what,” he said. “Give me one little kiss. If you don’t like it, I’ll get out of the way. You still won’t find Mandy. But you can see for yourself.”


  “Nuh, uh. No way,” I said. “I told you that I’m not that kind of girl.”


  He chuckled.


  “You’re a girl who doesn’t kiss boys?” he asked. “A girl who looks like you do and dresses like that and doesn’t kiss boys?”


  He stepped back and crossed his arms.


  “Are you a girl who kisses girls?” he teased.


  More frustrated now than fearful, I threw up my hands in the air.


  “Okay, you want to know?” I said. “Okay, I’ll tell you. I’m not really a girl. Okay?”


  I could see his teeth in the darkness as he smiled broadly.


  “That’s okay,” he said. “I’m not really a guy either. So kiss me. Okay?”


  Then he gently leaned in and whispered, “Just one little kiss.”


  Oh, crap! I never in my life had kissed a man. Was I about to? Did I want to? Earlier, I thought that I did. I even thought that I wanted to hook up with one and go all the way. But now … now that I was dealing with the reality of doing it, did I want to? I had been a man all my life and would be again tomorrow. Yet, at the moment, I was a slightly inebriated teen girl with a healthy libido who wanted … Wanted what? Kisses? Foreplay? A man’s hands squeezing my breasts and my bottom. Oral sex? Intercourse? What?


  Well, first things first.


  Yes, I finally decided, as I closed my eyes and pushed my face toward his. I wanted to kiss him. Our lips met. His were soft and warm. I hoped mine were as well, as I savored the tender moment and suddenly realized that, hey, in this body, I really did like kissing boys. Well, this boy, at least. I was glad that I hadn’t made it to the closet with the superhero.


  Dylan was the boy I wanted.


  True to his word, he kept the kiss “little,” much to my disappointment.


  “Well?” he said. “Did you like it?”


  I didn’t answer. As much as I enjoyed it, I knew what would follow if I said that I had. As much as I wanted it, I was afraid that I wasn’t ready for that. I was a man in a girl’s body, for Chrissakes! And tomorrow I’d look like a man again, instead of this Halloween teen wet dream.


  “Did you?” he asked again.


  “Yes, I did,” I finally said softly, finally giving in to the body that I occupied at the moment.


  “Do you want to do it again?” he asked.


  “Yes,” I said.


  This time, Dylan took me in arms, pressed my soft body against his firm frame and kissed me passionately. I kissed back and our tongues intertwined. As he lifted me out of my high heels, I felt my toes curl.


  Finally, we came up for breath. He took my small hand and headed down the hall into even deeper darkness. Without hesitation, I followed.


  He led me into a bedroom and closed the door.


  “Mandy really didn’t leave without you,” he said. “I want to be honest about that. Do you still want to be in here with me?”


  When I nodded yes, he locked it, and then added, “But I did tell her that I would take you home.”


  Suddenly, the implication of what he was saying made my blood run cold. I was about to make love to a total stranger who would then take me home to my girlfriend? Even sexually uninhibited Diane might have trouble with that. And if she did, would she slam the door in my face and never change me back into her boyfriend?


  “I’d really like to, you know, do what I think you want to do in here,” I said. “I really, really would. But … “


  Dylan put his hands on my breasts and gently backed me onto the bed


  His handsome face hovering just inches from mine, he whispered, “But you forgot to bring your purse that has the condoms in it?”


  He held it up to show that he had brought the purse with him. “I’ve got them right here,” he grinned.


  After a slight pause he added, “Or maybe you were about to tell me that you have someone at home whom you care about and don’t want to cheat on? Maybe an exceptionally hot single mother whose daughter brought you to this party?”


  Oh, my God! Even though I had just relieved myself, I felt as if I were about to pee my panties.


  “Diane!” I screamed. “No, that can’t be you!”


  Officer Dylan then pushed me farther onto the bed and lowered himself on top of me. He massaged my breasts and nibbled on my ear.


  “Get off me, you son of a bitch!” I screamed. “This was a dirty trick!”


  I pounded my fists on his chest and kicked my legs. Even as I did so, though, he leaned into me and pressed his lips against mine.


  I fought that too– for about a second.


  “Do you want to make love or do you want to fight?” he asked, as I finally calmed down.


  “Both, dammit,” I said, as I snaked my hand between our bodies and found his bulging crotch. I gently squeezed. Gawd, did that feel good, I thought, as I felt my panties dampen.


   “But I’m thinking that we should save the fighting for later,” I giggled.


  Moaning with pleasure he nodded his head and said, “I think you’re right.”


  Raising up, he unhooked my stockings from the garters and then pulled down my panties. I unbuckled his trousers.


  “I’ve never made love to an angel,” he said, as kicked off his shoes and pulled off his pants and jockey shorts.


  His rigid penis sprang forward, just inches from my face.


  “Wow, I’ve never seen one of those from this direction,” I said in my best little girl voice. “It looks so big!”


  I took it in my hands and kissed its tip, as he gasped for breath.


  “Now, who’s in charge?” I giggled. “Certainly not the big, bad policeman.”


  As I gently stroked his manhood, he swayed and moaned, his eyes closed tight.


  “Now tell me when you got the idea for this latest extreme role-playing escapade,” I said. “Did you intentionally turn me into your sexy little intern?”


  “No, no, nothing like that,” he whispered in his husky baritone. “That was an accident.”


  I put about two inches into my mouth, swirled my tongue around, and then slowly pulled my lips back to the tip. Much to my delight, he groaned, grimaced, and clinched his teeth in an effort to control himself.


  “Oh, my God!” he exclaimed. “I can’t stand it. This is too much! Please! Do something!”


  So, I did. I rolled him over onto his back and wiggled down between his legs. Then I used my tongue to play some more with his manhood.


  “Oh, God! What’s happening?” he groaned. “I feel like I’m about to explode down there. It’s so intense! I can’t stand it.”


  I looked up, licked my lips and said, “Now you know what it’s like for guys. Not bad, huh?”


  Then I took all of him into my mouth and sucked. Once, twice, three times.


  And he did explode, in my mouth, down my throat, and even on my face.


  “Oh, I’m so sorry,” he managed to say between heavy breaths as he saw me wiping my face.


  “Don’t worry about it,” I said with a smile, as I licked my lips and fingers.


  “Teen guys have almost no self control, especially the first time,” I said, as I moved up and snuggled against his chest. He twitched as my ruffled skirt tickled his belly. “Believe me. I’ve been there and done that.


  “If we’d tried to have sex right away, you’d have lost it in seconds and then I’d have to lie here being frustrated until you were ready to go again,” I explained. “Heck, you might have shot your load just trying to put on a condom, especially if I helped you.”


  Then I reached down between his legs and gently grasped his flaccid penis with my tiny hand. It started to harden almost immediately.


  “But the great thing about teenage guys is that they recover quickly,” I giggled. “The second time, they have more self control. That means we’ll both enjoy it.”


  As his breathing eased, I felt his hand move up under my skirt and caress my bottom.


  “And there is something else that I can do for you while I’m getting ready to go again,” he whispered.


  “Oh, what’s that?” I asked innocently.


  “Crawl on up here, one knee on each side of my face, and I’ll show you,” he chuckled. “I think you’ll like it.”


  I smiled broadly as I looked up into his blue eyes. “I know that I will!” I giggled.


  “Oh?” he asked with a grin. “And how would you know that? Have you done this before?”


  “Oh, my no!” I exclaimed. “I’m a good girl. I’ve never done this sort of thing before. But I have this friend named Diane and she has this boyfriend who, well, does to her what I think you are going to do to me. And, by all accounts, she enjoys it.”


  By all accounts, so did I. Fortunately, the party was so loud downstairs that I doubt anyone heard how much I enjoyed it. As I suspected, it was even better than my self-pleasure in front of the mirror the night before.


  Then we cuddled for awhile, something that I’d never really appreciated before tonight. I giggled, wondering how “he” was feeling about it.


  “What’s funny?” he asked as he stroked my hair.


  “What’s not funny?” I replied. “Look at us.”


  He chuckled. “Yeah, I guess it is pretty funny,” he admitted.


  “And just wait until tomorrow, when Mandy has gone back to school,” I said. “You owe me big, don’t forget.”


  Dylan pressed his hand between my legs and pushed two fingers inside me. I squealed and wiggled almost uncontrollably.


  “Oh, don’t worry,” he said. “I haven’t forgotten. Whatever you say goes. You’ve earned it, Sophie.”


  I raised up and sat astride him.


  “Okay, now what about those condoms in my purse?” I asked, as I nestled down onto his penis and felt it searching for entrance. I knew how it was for a teen male. It wouldn’t take much to bring him close to the edge again, and I didn’t want to take him over. Not yet.


  I picked up his large hands and put them on my breasts. He moaned.


  “Why did Diane want me to have condoms, sweetie?” I asked, wiggling more, but not too much. “What was up with that? Come on, tell me.”


  I leaned down and nibbled on his neck.


  “Why would Ms. Malloy give her research intern condoms?” I whispered in his ear. “That’s not a very professional thing to do.”


  I stuck my tongue in his ear and swirled it around.


  “Come on, Officer Dylan, you can tell me,” I giggled, enjoying both his pleasure and discomfort. “If you tell me, I’ll let you hold it against me.”


  Finally, he released a deep, loud laugh that bounced me up and down like a cowboy on a bronco.


  “Oh, my God, you are such a tease!” he exclaimed. “You’ve been a teen girl for one day and look at you. It’s like you’ve been one all your life.


  “You’re a natural.”


  I giggled. “Why, thank you, Officer Dylan,” I replied. “And you make a pretty good masculine man, yourself.


  “But when this started last night, I was just Diane’s research intern. Why did she give me condoms?”


  Dylan raised up on one elbow and kissed me.


  “Well, since you were stuck as Sophie until tomorrow, Diane was starting to think about role reversal sex when she saw you this morning,” he said. “So, I guess they might have been her way of suggesting something like that to you. You know, with you as the sexy little intern and her as your lover.”


   “And?” I said, as I reached over to the nightstand for my purse. I pulled out a condom and unwrapped it.


  “When I saw you in that angel costume tonight, it was just too much,” he said. “I wanted to be the male version of me at 18 so that I could make love to you. It’s just like I wanted to do originally, you know, with us both being young. Only we’ve changed sexes.”


  “Yes … only,” I giggled.


  “And I’m guessing that an added bonus would be to come to this party and do it in someone else’s bedroom,” I said, as I pulled his head close and kissed him fiercely.


  Breaking away to regain his breath, Dylan laughed and said, “You got that right. You know me. I like adventure.”


  As I unwrapped a condom, I grinned, “I never thought that I’d be putting one of these on someone else.”


  “And I never thought that I’d be wearing one,” he replied.


  “Well, Officer Dylan, grit your teeth and concentrate,” I said. “I want to see some self-control. We need to practice safe sex. I don’t want to be a single mother.


  “Who knows? If you got me pregnant, the app might not work. And while I’m enjoying the Hell out of this, especially torturing you, I do want my old life back.”


  Dylan shook his head. “I don’t think that pregnancy would be an issue for you or the app,” he said, just before releasing a gaseous belch.


  “Gross! Boys are such pigs!” I grimaced.


  He laughed. “Aren’t they? Stick around and I’ll see if I can fart for you also.”


  “But do you know for sure about how the app works?” I asked as a twirled my hair with a forefinger.


  “Well, no,” he replied. “It’s still a prototype.”


  I nodded knowingly. “I’m guessing that you wouldn’t want a pregnant teen staying with you instead of your boyfriend so let’s not take any chances,” I said. “And, besides, me putting a condom on you is part of this whole sex role-reversal thing, don’t you think?


  “So Officer Dylan, let’s see some self-restraint, please.”


  “I’ll try,” he groaned, as I grabbed his shaft and rolled down the rubber.


  “Good boy!” I exclaimed. “Now, come to Momma and let’s do this thing!”


   I guided his penis under my ruffled skirt and between my legs. I teased its tip against my moist entrance.


  “It’s a good thing that Diane gave me plenty of condoms,” I said, as I looked down at Dylan and giggled. “There are lots more positions I want to try. And you’d better be man enough to satisfy me. Now, let’s do this thing!”


  “Yes, ma’am!” he replied, plunging his police baton deep into my angelic host. And it was heavenly.


  



   *     *     *     *     * 


  So was doing it doggy style. As a man, that position always had been one of my favorites. But being on my hands and knees, with long hair in my face and heavy breasts swinging from my chest as I was penetrated took the pleasure to a whole new level. Maybe being smaller and weaker instead of bigger and stronger had something to do with it too. But whatever the reason …


  “Oh, my Gawd! That feels sooo good! Don’t stop, ever!” I moaned, as Dylan gripped my hair with one hand and my butt with the other, pumping fiercely until we orgasmed simultaneously and then collapsed in exhaustion.


  “That was epic,” he gasped. “The best yet!”


  I laughed. “We’ve only done it twice. But, yeah, I liked that too. Can we do that one again?”


  “Christ, Sophie, I’m not a machine. I need to rest.”


  “I didn’t mean right away, silly,” I giggled. “I’ll give you five minutes.”


  “I’ve created a monster!” he groaned. “A freaking monster.”


  “Oh, you know you love it,” I said, rubbing the back of my hand down the stubble on his cheek. “And I was just kidding. I’ll give you ten minutes!”


  But not even five minutes had passed when someone banged on the door and yelled that the party was ending and we had to leave because parents were coming home.


  “OMG!” I whispered. “I hope this isn’t their bedroom!”


  “Man, that would be even hotter,” Dylan countered.


  “You’re incorrigible,” I hissed as we scrambled from the bed.


  “And you love it!” He said as he pulled up his pants.


  “I need to get home first,” he added. “Delay Mandy as long as you can, okay? Get her to lace your corset back up and confine those jugs before they hurt somebody.”


  “Oh, you bastard!” I said in mock anger. “You’re just going to love me and leave me, aren’t you?”


  “You bet!” he said, as he gave me a quick kiss on the lips. “See you later, bi … Eee! Yow!”


  Before Dylan could finish calling me the “b” word, I squeezed his crotch. “What were you saying?”


  “I was saying that you’re the best!” he replied with a wide grin. “Let’s do this again, Sophie!”


  As I attached my stockings to the garters, Mandy came looking for me so I didn’t have to go back downstairs, bare-breasted, as a fallen angel. Lacing me up, she said, “So, you’re a slut.”


  When I turned around to confront her, though, she wore a huge smile. She definitely was her mother’s daughter.


  “Yeah, I guess I am,” I laughed.


  “I am too, sometimes,” she replied. “But I didn’t get lucky tonight like you did. That guy you were with, Dylan, he’s a real hunk. Where’s he from?”


  After I said I didn’t know, she asked, “Are you going to see him again?”


  “I hope so,” I replied. “But with guys like that, you never know, right?”


  *     *     *     *     *


  I sat on the stairs, wearing shorts and a halter top and my hair in a ponytail, as Diane said goodbye to Mandy on Sunday about noon.


  As she closed the door, she turned around with a wicked grin on her face and asked, “So, how did you enjoy your girl’s weekend, Sophie?”


  I smiled sweetly back.


  “Well, I really liked trick-or-treating with Auntie Diane and meeting lots of other little girls,” I said. “I just wish that I could have gone to the sleepover. Or that I didn’t lose my candy when you made me a big girl.”


  Diane put her hands on her hips and replied, “Well, you little brat, if you enjoyed that so much, then maybe next year, you can be a five-year-old in a cute ballerina costume? Won’t that be just precious?”


  Yikes! Did she not know that I was kidding? I hated being a little girl!


  Of course, she knew. She had to know! But if she didn’t, if I really had made her mad, Diane could do unspeakable things to me with that remote. Still, I felt like risking it. Getting a rise out of this crazy lady was kind of a turn on, whether I was a man or a teen girl.


  “And I liked getting naked in the dressing room of Victoria’s Secret with Mandy! My boobies are bigger than hers, you know,” I said, squeezing them with both hands.


  “Well, I can make them even bigger, if you’d like,” she said with the sternest of looks on her face. “How about 42EE? We can get you a job at a strip club, you little slut.”


  “Hey, that’s not a nice name to call your intern,” I replied. “Some would say that you’re creating a hostile work environment.”


  Finally, a trace of a smile. Whew! That was a relief!


  “Okay, how about if I also call you a promiscuous young lady?” she asked. “Mandy told me about the party.”


  “Sure, that’s fair,” I said as I stood up. “I did meet this guy, a total stranger, and we went upstairs and had sex. I was a dirty girl and he was a bad boy.”


  “So, what was this guy’s name?” Diane asked.


  “Oh, I don’t remember his name,” I replied sweetly. “He was nothing special. You know, a one-night stand. Guys like that are a dime a dozen.


  “Now, if you’ll excuse me, I’m going upstairs to play with myself, since he didn’t finish what he started last night,” I said as I started up the stairs. “If a horny guy should come by, send him up to me, will you?


  “Who knows? Maybe even what’s-his-name will stop by,” I added, as I stopped and looked down at her. “It’s a lot to ask for, I know, but maybe he will be packing that weapon he had with him last night. I couldn’t get enough of that.”


  Showing my best sad expression I asked forlornly, “Do you think he’ll come, Auntie Diane?”


  She giggled and then smiled broadly, “Oh, I think he will. And not just once or twice either.”


  “Well, if I do too,” I said, “then it will have been a great girl’s weekend.”


  #     #     #     #     #
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